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THE COVERS:
FRONT COVER: Mark Minton carefully passes through Whistler's Mother in
Honey Creek, with only two inches of air space. This area was almost completely sumped two hours before this photo was taken, on the weekend before
TCR 2003. By removing a rock blocking water flow at the Spring entrance, Mark
was able to lower the water level so that it became passable without diving
under. This photo was taken on the way into the cave. On the way out a couple
of hours later, the water level had gone down to a comfortable four inches of air
space. Photo Yvonne Drams
BACK COVER: Walt Naedler's Suburu Brat at the upper parking area of Grutas
del Bustamante. Photo by Don Arburn
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NEWS: FEATURE

los AmiDos de la Gruta
Bustamante 2003
By Susan Souby
The 7th Annual Bustamante Project took place at Grutas de
Palmito over Labor Day weekend. As in previous years, this TSA
sponsored project was both productive and eventful. The quote of
the weekend was "on Saturday we were stuck by a bulldozer and on
Sunday we were stuck by a bull.
OUTSIDE CAVE

This year the project was more challenging organizationally
because project co leader Orion Knox was absent due to illness.
Orion's fluent Spanish, contacts with the City and detailed organization were missed, but Bob 'Rune' Burnett succeeded, with the
help of the seasoned volunteers, in
pulling off all planned events as
well as dealing with the surprises.

TRAIL BUILDING. During a meeting in May 2003, Alcaldesa
Norma Robles, mayor of the City of Bustamante, requested that the
Labor Day Project concentrate on improving the trail from the
upper parking lot to the cave. Orion
Knox and Philip Russell agreed and
actually began the project over the
4th of July weekend. Philip recruited the Trail Tamers, a nation wide
Despite the good intentions of
trail
building group, to take on the
the registration staff at arriving
project.
David DeGroot, the Trail
early to set up, they were blocked
Tamer crew boss, Orion, Philip, and
by a road grader parked smack dab
another Trail Tamer volunteer
in the middle of the road to the
directed over 15 municipal employcave. Before all the appropriate
ees to reroute the steeper section of
local officials could be rounded up,
the trail into switchbacks, reducing
the fence cut and a new route
the 60% grade to 20%. The work
hacked out around the obstruction,
during the unseasonably cool 4th of
almost everyone who came to the
July weekend accomplished the
project was parked single file along
improvement of 318 feet of the
the road waiting for the clearance.
approximately 1100-foot trail.
It was a classic example of a multiOrion, Philip, Rune, and Terry
jurisdictional snafu-the road grader
Heading uptrail to the mines. Photo by Don Arburn
Plemons returned in August to drill
was owned by a construction comholes and set steel reinforcing rods
pany in Monterrey, the road project
was managed by the City of Bustamante, and the adjoining land for a retaining wall in preparation for the Labor Day project. During
was owned by the ejido. The 30+ car caravan was finally released the Labor Day project David DeGroot, Philip and the many volunand made its way carefully over the downed barbed wire fence and teers completed the gabion basket for the retaining wall on the steep
slowly along the fresWy oiled road to El Cono. Registration was rock portion of the trail.
hurriedly set up and the 144 volunteers were registered and directTRAIL BUILDING: ENTRANCE. Seeking to provide an altered to the awaiting vehicles to be shuttled up the mountain to the
native to the use of the electrical lines as a hand line at the cave
cave.
entrance, Joe Jones designed and built, with the help of 4 volunThis year marked the initiation of several new projects as well as teers, a wooden handrail down the slippery slope to the door of the
cave. Joe used 4X4 posts, anchoring them with metal brackets and
the continuation of original projects.
Definetly NOT amigos del grutas, these road beasts almost stymied the morning's activities at the cave. "Con permiso", the convoy went around them through the
fence, rather than desturbing the machine's beauty sleep. Photo by Don Arburn
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poured concrete footings. It was an ambitious project for just one
day, but Joe and his crew were .first up the trail in the morning and
completed the installation just in time for those emerging from the
cave to help carry tools and equipment down from the cave.
INSIDE CAVE

One hundred and eleven (111) participants signed in (and out) of
the cave.
GRAFFITI REMOVAL. Aimee Beveridge's graffiti removal
volunteers continued in full force. With Aimee's improved organization of graffiti removal tools, 43 people signed out for spray
water bottles and plastic and metal bristle brushes. In addition, a
group of people took battery-powered drills with stainless steel
brushes to work on graffiti too stubborn for the hand held brushes.
Volunteers targeted the Cathedral Room, the Hall of Giants and
parts in between. Although most of the obvious, easy to reach graffiti in the Cathedral Room were removed during the previous projects, there were plenty remaining to keep the drills busy. The ladder, stowed from last year, proved useful for reaching high on the
formations. Brittan Hussing led a group of 10 to begin work on the
Hall of Giants. Although there are vast improvements in the
removal of graffiti, several volunteers have already picked out their
target areas for next year.

Christi Bennett cleaning formations with a battery powered drill. Photo by Geary
Schindel.
Joe Jones & Grayson Knapp constructing a handrail at the cave entrance.
Photo by Geary Schindel.

TRAIL DELINEATION. Concerned about the protection of the
formations on the floor of the well-traveled area from the lunchroom up the popcorn slope towards the Cathedral Room, Aimee initiated a new project this year to delineate a trail. She and Fran
Hutchins laid out a trail of low impact and low grade up the slope.
Fran and his volunteers then marked the new trail with light colored
rocks from the breakdown slope.
SIGNAGE: Within the cave Pete Strickland repaired 5 of the
Pete Strickland and Carol Schumacher take care of signage.
Photo by Geary Schindel
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Left: The road sports a fresh
layer of tar as improvements
continue.
Photo by Don Arburn
Right: A lighting crew works
on wiring.
Below left: Linda Palit cleaning formations with a brush.
Photo by Geary Schindel.
Below right. Tom Brown &
Geary Schindel installing
lights in the entrance room.
Photo by Graham Schindel.
Chiquihuitillos rock art
site. The pictographs are
located on a private ranch
in the valley west of the
Sierra de Gomas.
conservation and interpretive signs that moisture had penetrated.
Pete made an interesting observation: the Plexiglas that covered the
signs absorbed moisture and grew 1/4" in the 24" length of the sign.
This caused the signs to bow and allowed moisture to accumulate.
Pete roughed the edges of the signs, added more bolts to hold the
Plexiglas to the coated aluminum, and resealed the edges with silicone sealant. Pete also replaced the photo of Juan Gomez Cazares,
discoverer of the cave, which had developed some mold.

After 20 years of no access, Orion, Rune, and Philip arranged for
a long awaited trip to Minas Golondrinas. The arrangements were
many months in the making, requiring several trips to Rancho El
lman to set up access. Welcome introductions were provided by
Felipe Hernadez Cruz, owner of the Hotel Ancira in Bustamante.
Don Felipe grew up at the mines and was superintendent of the
schools in the Golondrinas area in the 1950's. He has remained
friends with the family over the years.

LIGHTING. In Orion's absence, Tom Brown took charge of the
lighting improvement in the entrance room. During previous years,
the supports for the electric lines were replaced with PVC pipe.
This year the project began replacing the frayed electric lines. This
provided an opportunity to change the placement of the light bulbs
and to achieve Orion's goal to show off the formations and illuminate the trail without the glare from the light bulbs. Tom and his
crew replaced 750 feet of wire running from the electric box down
the entrance slope. As a test, they also replaced several of the
incandescent light bulbs with f1uorescents. The cooler burning f1uorescents should prevent burning the PVC light shades while providing a warm glow.

The complex of mines known generally as Minas Golondrinas is
located on the east and south side of EI Carrizal mountain and consists of a headquarters complex and two mining complexes up the
mountain. The mines, established in the 1500's, were active until
the 1950's. The headquarters is located on an abandoned spur off
the main rail line from Monterrey north and consists of an office
building, residence, infirmary, warehouses, barracks for the miners,
and loading docks at the termination of a gondola from up the
canyon. The 2nd area, consisting of approximately 12 stone buildings about 1.5 krn up the mountain had a tram that carried the buckets of ore down the
mountain to the headquarters for pickup by
rail. The 3rd area,
located around the
south end of Carasol,
is accessed by a railroad grade terminating in a canyon.
There are buildings at
grade level for loading ore on the train,
about 11 additional
buildings down the
canyon and evidence
of mine tunnels up
and additional structures near the top of
the ridge.

Sunday
was
reserved for fun trips.
The intrepid Pete
Strickland led a small
group of 6 or so back
to the cave to tour the
beautiful
Birthday
Passage. Pete, with
able assistance from
Justin Shaw, used the
new techniques he's
been developing for
rigging the belay up
the steep, slippery
slope to the passage.
The group was in the
cave by 10:30 and out
by 5:45.

A caravan of 17
cars left promptly at
7:30 on Sunday morning to drive to the

Reign Clark led a
group of 12 to the
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Left: Hikers on
their way up to
the ghost town.
Center: One,
lower, entrance
to the mines.
Cool air, exiting,
was welcomed
by hikers.
Right: Looking
up into large
excavated
room.
Facing:
Looking out.
Photos by Don
Arburn

ranch headquarters to meet our hosts, the ranch manager Sr. Pancho
Mata and ranch owner Elva Sada. One of the historic ranches in
Mexico, the Rancho Ellman is the home to some of the most prized
fighting bulls in all of Mexico. As the caravan approached the railroad crossing at Estacion Golondrinas, a train pulled by no fewer
than 8 diesel engines came to a stop, seemingly to let us pass and
keep our time schedule. The hosts led the caravan through the flats
where the fighting bulls are pastured. After an attack by a wellhomed cow of the only red vehicle in the caravan that resulted in
multiple dents and contusions worth $800, a flat tire, some startled
adventure scouts, a source for a good story, and everyone in the
rental mini van being relocated to other vehicles, the caravan
arrived at the headquarters of the mining complex. The group scattered up the mountain to explore the mining complex, pick up mineral samples, wade knee deep in water into an abandoned tunnel,
encounter 2 rattlesnakes, and marvel at the extent of the mining
operation and the construction of facilities.

hard work and service to the cave. Master of Ceremonies Rune presented to the mayor a framed original of Charlie Loving's cartoon
interpretation of the first six years of the Bustamante Labor Day
project. Rune, assisted by Aimee Beveridge, awarded almost every
one of the volunteers a door prize.
On Monday morning volunteers were greeted by torrential rains
as they left for Terry's tour of the Guadalupana Fabrica de Mezcal
at the edge of town. Terry Plemons has researched the process and
offers a very informative tour of the factory including the history of
the making of mescal and the comparison of pulque, mescal, and
tequila. This most graphic tour ending with free tastings is an
appropriate final activity to a fun Labor Day.
Amigos de la Gruta Acknowledgements:
Project Coordinators - Orion Knox and Bob 'Rune' Burnett
Project Treasurer - Ron Ralph
Registration - Rae Nadler Olenick, Walter Olenick, Ron Ralph,
Alana Skrabanek
Project Publicity - Aimee Beveridge (US), Jan Knox (Web
page)
Banquet Coordination - Terry Plemons
Door Prize Coordination - Whole Earth
Provision Co., Alana Skrabanek, Susan
Souby
Transportation - Terry Plemons, with help
from Jackson Harper, Don Arburn, and
Charlie Loving
Cave Sign In - Anne Souby and Kathy
McCarley Peeples
Graffiti Removal (interior of cave) Aimee Beveridge
Graffiti Removal (exterior of cave) - Rune
Burnett
Lighting Improvement - Orion Knox and
Tom Brown
Sign Placement - Pete Strickland
Trail Improvement (inside cave) - Aimee
Beveridge
Trail Improvement (outside cave) - Philip
Russell, Trail Tamers
Tools Coordination - Rune Burnett
First Aid - Tom Brown. Field first aid kit

In appreciation of the accomplishments of the project, the City
of Bustamante, represented by the mayor, hosted the banquet at the
municipal park. After a delicious meal, the mayor, with interpretation by Philip Russell, graciously thanked the volunteers for their
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Minas
Golondrinas.
Towers for the
gondola carrying ore to the
rail spur.
Looking downslope toward the
mine headquarters. Photos by
Geary Schindel.

provided by Jim "Crash" Kennedy
CommunicationlRadios - Elaine & Larry Reagan, radios provided by James Strickland of Child, Inc.
Side Trip CoordinationReign Clark - Archeology
Pete Strickland - Wild caving, Gruta de Palmito
Terry Plemons - Mescal Factory
Rune Burnett, assisted by Ron Ralph and Jim 'Crash' Kennedy
- Minas Golondrinas
Design-Charlie Loving (T-shirt)
Printing - Vreeland Graphics
Gruta del Palmito Guide (employed by the City of Bustamante)
- Rogelio Rangel
Door prizes:
Gonzo Guano Gear, Bat Conservation
International, Orion Knox, Jan Knox, Christa (McCleland)
Riddington, D.W. Skrabanek, AMCS (Association of Mexican
Cave Studies), Charlie Loving, Terry Raines, Anne Souby, and
Robert Saunders.
A vast array of door prizes were coordinated by Whole Earth
Provision Co. and contributed by their suppliers: Chaco Sandals,
Teva Sandals, Mountain Hardware, Born Shoes, The North Face,
Eagle Creek, Dana Designs, MSR, Swiss Army Knives, Suunto,

Sigg, Princeton Tec, Leki, Gregory, Sweetwater, and Cascade
Designs.
Some facts:
Elevations:
Bustamante at the plaza:
460 meters (1509 feet)
EI Cono (lower parking lot):
623 meters (2045 feet)
Upper parking lot:
918 meters (3010 feet)
Cave entrance:
970 meters (3180 feet)
According to Don Felipe Hernandez, the name El Cono was
originally for a palapa at the lower parking lot. When the present
concrete block building was constructed, the name remained.
Distance up the road from El Cono to the upper parking lot is
approximately 2.4 miles.
Distance up the trail from the upper parking lot to the cave is
approximately 330 meters.
The elevation change in the cave from the entrance to the bottom of the breakdown slope is approximately 400 feet.
Participation:
144 registered for the project
111 signed in (and out) of the cave
43 signed out graffiti removal tools
Left, facing page:
Presentation of Charlie
Loving's cartoon of the
1st 6Years of the
Bustamante Project to the
mayor. Left to right: Rune
Bu melt, Jorge Santos
(former mayor), Mayor
Norma Robles, Charlie
Loving, Philip Russell.
Photo by Terry Plemons.
Left: Presentation of the
trail project photo to the
city of Bustamante by
Philip Russell. Mayor
Norma Robles (I) and
Philip Russell (r).Photo by
Terry Plemons.
Right: Cave guide Rogelio
Rangel. Photo by Geary
Schindel
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NEWS: TRIP REPORTS

SUNDAY AnERNOON
AT THE BUll FIGHTS
-ORTORO, TORO, TORO
THE BUll STORY
By Anne Souby
Usually I love the Sunday excursions after the cave clean-up
on Saturday. The trip to Minas Viejas last year was breathtaking.
The historic walks around town the year before were entertaining
as well as informative. The first-hand account by Cayetano
Gomez Duran, the son of Juan Gomez Cazares, the original discoverer of Gruta del Palmito, should always be remembered as a
unique and unrepeatable treasure. And Terry Plemons's tour of
the mescal factory defies description; both in terms of information
gained and smells encountered.

trucks, Dodge trucks, Toyota 4-Runners, Ford Explorers, and all
those big tan SUV's that blend with the environment. I don't have
a vehicle like that. I used to have a Dodge Caravan but not anymore. That's another story. The Caravan was not a very good
Mexico vehicle. It always had at least two flat tires, never just
one. So Joe Ray Jones, Venture Scout leader, rented a mini-van
for this Mexico trip. It happened to be red. Luck of the draw.
On Sunday morning all the volunteers started for the excursion,
sixteen well-camouflaged all-terrain vehicles, and one red minivan carrying a Scout Master, five teenage Venture Scouts, and a
somewhat nervous mom.
We drove up the highway and entered the ranch with no problems. Once inside the ranch, we noticed that unlike the typical
Mexican fences made of wobbly, scraggly posts with one or two
strands of light barbed wire, the fences on this ranch were made
of thick concrete posts set relatively close together, with eight
strands of heavy-duty spiked barbed wire. We also noticed that a
cow and her adolescent calf were running in the pasture parallel to
the road and the fence. Now most cows in pastures are very placid
and complacent, by their very bovine nature, bordering on dull
and stupid, with little awareness of their surroundings. (In general, cows are not affectionate to
humans.) However, this particular
cow was very alert - head up, quite
attentive to our parade proceeding
through her pasture, and rather
annoyed. She looked exactly like a
fighting bull in the ring - SCARY and quite unfriendly. And, she
was running at a rapid pace - not at all like the sedentary cows
plodding their way to the milking barn I had come to know from
my childhood. But, she was on the other side of the formidable
fence, along with all the other cows. No problem.

I was afraid to go to the bull ranch from the very beginning.
First, Rune and Susan worked several weeks before the Labor
Day excursion creating a permission
form that would require all people
touring Minas Golondrinas to promise
not to disturb the cultural artifacts (re:
old mining equipment and records and
samples) and to release from liability
the owners from any responsibility for injury or death. This didn't sound too bad. You have to sign release forms to go anywhere
with anybody anymore.

"No one seemed worried.
What could go wrong;'''

But then Rune and Orion went there to get clearance for us to
come and to work out the details of the tour. They happened to
get to the cattle pens as the bull doctor/ranch foreman was doctoring a bull being held in a chute. The bull had returned from a
bullfight in Monterrey as the winner. The crowd had ruled that the
bull had fought so bravely, so courageously, that they had given a
thumbs up to let the bull live instead of signaling the matador to
kil~ it.

So we kept driving along, marveling at her speed until she disappeared into the brush. We began to notice the mining buildings
in the mountain that would be our destination - quite a hike. Then
the road took a dip into a draw. It wasn't very deep, but we
weren't sure that the mini-van would make it, so Joe was concentrating on driving in the soft sand and keeping up with the trucks
in front of us.
(Cont. on pq. 99)

~ut the piccadores had time to stick the bull in his shoulders so
he ~d gaping holes in his back that had to be filled with salve by
hand. The bull in the chute was not happy, pawing and snorting and
slobbering and rolling his eyes. This bull did not like people.

After the doctor had finished, the ranch hands carefully untied
him and slid the top beam of the chute out of the way. The bull
backed up and splintered the other 2-by-6 beam in pieces, then
escaped into the pasture. This was my introduction to the setting
for the Minas Golondrinas trip.
No one seemed worried. What could go wrong?
Most of the cavers, in fact all the cavers, drive vehicles that are
meant to tackle rough terrain. Popular vehicles include Ford
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NEWS: TRIP REPORTS

Miller Springs Short

Powell's Cave Survev Project

Lawrence Najjar
While hiking in the Miller Springs Nature Center in Lake
Belton on October 4th, Ky MacPherson and Lawrence Najjar
came across two small caves. The caves were about 40 feet apart
on the west bank of Bee Suck Hollow, across from the sign for
Bee Suck Hollow Trail.
The [ust cave was about 50 feet long and had two adjacent, connected entrances. The left entrance was a low crawl through crumbly rock that circled to the right and joined the narrow standing passage of the right entrance. Lawrence went in one entrance and
came out the other entrance, so we called this cave "U-turn Cave."
The other cave also had two entrances. The entrances were
connected by a tight, low, 40-foot-Iong, mostly straight shot
through poor quality rock in a slight protrusion on the bank. We
called this cave "Beeline Cave." We could see dim light at both
ends and we could hear each other when we called from both ends
of the cave. But since the rock was crumbly and we didn't have
helmets to protect us, we didn't do the low crawl through the
cave.
It looks like the caves were formed by floodwaters that occasionally rush through Bee Suck Hollow. Both caves were dry and
without speleothems. And, because of the poor quality rock and
occasional flooding, neither cave will last very long.

Top Left: Kyat Beeline
Cave Top right:
Lawrence in U-turn Cave
Left: Kyat U-turn Cave

89

1st & 2nd November, 2003
by Marvin MiJIer
This Powell's trip reminded me of the "old" times, when 40 to
50 cavers would show up from all over the state to chase leads and
further the exploration and survey of the second longest known
cave in Texas. The trips of the past few years have been intermittent and somewhat sparsely attended. This is primarily due to the
fact that most of the work in the cave has been completed. 46 people attended this trip and there were some strong teams that
entered the cave to work on specific unfinished projects, as well
as to just have fun and see the cave.
End of the Crevice Team: As on many previous trips, Ted Lee
led a group of scouts from Troop 285 in San Antonio, first time
cavers all, to the end of The Crevice. Team members were Ted,
Bennett Lee (adult), Mike Drewry (adult), Walter Drewry, Matt
Ozerov, Kevin Jackson, Zack Lockhart, and Blake Kohutek. The
team didn't have any objectives other than to make it to the end
of the passage, a trip of 2.4 km of walking, stoop-walking, and
crawling.Once there however, all of the youngsters got dirty by
slithering to the end of the Mudpuppy. The Mudpuppy is a tight
lead heading northwest at the end of The Crevice that has been
pushed several times by different teams.
Mudpuppy Team Bill Steele talked Leegray Boze, Don
Broussard, Ed Goff, Shannon Summers, and Diana Tomchick into
pushing this tough lead at the end of The Crevice. They took a
battery-powered drill and det cord, intending to shear off a layer
of flowstone on the floor of the passage in order to gain some
more length. The passage is a tight, bedrock tube with a thin layer
of wet, sticky mud on floor, walls, and ceiling. The moisture is
thought to come either from a surface sink in a streambed located
in this area or from the Powell's Cave Stream Passage, which
takes a different, longer route from the entrance area of the cave
to end up in the same vicinity as the Mudpuppy. The actual distance between the two passages is not accurately known, due to
the possibility of a high accumulation of error along the length of
the two passages' surveys. The team attempt at blowing out the
floor was not very successful. The consensus was that a better
approach might be to use a hammer chisel on the drill. After many
hours of work the team faced the long slog back to the entrance.
They were the last team out of the cave, with the final nlembers
arriving at the surface just after midnight. For Diana it was a milestone - her Hongest and hardest tripi to date.
Hilton Room Dig Team: Team members Chris Hall, Fran
Hutchins, and Rebecca Rainbolt ODaniel worked on a dig heading down a large, plugged drain close to station HRM I in the
Hilton Room maze. This was the second trip by a team to work on
this dig. The first dig had deepened the hole by about 1 meter. The
team this trip removed enough material to create "an impressive
pile of dirt" but described the dig as becoming "increasingly
cramped, small, and awkward". However, it appears that the team
dug down the middle of the pit, and that more material could be

removed around the sides in order to create more digging room.
Sink Maze Team: Marvin Miller headed out to the Sink Maze
one last time, hopefully, with Jacqui Bills along for support. The
objective was to clean up the last remaining survey sketch discrepancies and omissions. At the end of the passage at SM25 a
nice little breakdown room was "discovered". The room had previously been surveyed but the survey sketch didn't indicate it.
Marvin and Jacqui dubbed it "The Room at the End of the Crawl".
In this room and at several other locations the team noted abundant claw marks on rocks. All occasions were at locations that had
ceiling domes leading to upper levels that may at one time have
led to entrances into the cave. Some of these locations were
observed to have clay and rock conglomerate ceilings. The team
surveyed a short passage of about 5 meters during the course of
the day and left the cave at about 8:00.
Ant Path Team: Jim Kennedy led Paul Augeby, Julia Germany,
Mark Harlow, and Jody Horton to survey this long known but
never surveyed passage. The Ant Path Passage, so named for
numerous amazing ant highways trodden into the clay floor, is a
dry passage that forks off the downstream Stream Passage.
According to the experts, this passage used to be the main stream
conduit before the water was pirated into the current Stream
Passage. The team noticed fairly quickly that most of them had
developed headaches and that there were an undue amount of survey blunders occuring. A lighter test confirmed that the air was
truly bad - the lighter wouldn't bum at all. Mark and Jody had
pressed ahead to the end of the passage to try to dig through the
rumored breakdown. They suffered the worst from the exposure to
the high C02 with Jody becoming physically ill. After this Mark
and Jody decided to head out of the cave while the rest of the team

continued surveying to close up a loop and to tie the survey into
the Stream Passage survey. Despite the adversity they managed 45
meters of survey in 10 stations. The rest of the passage still
remains to be surveyed and pushed.
Surface Team: Gerald Atkinson and Terry Holsinger surveyed
270 meters in 20 stations - all above ground. They surveyed
around the perimeter of the large surface sink near the cave
entrance and measured the depth of the sink. They tied the survey
into surface locations of two adjacent water wells that draw water
from the cave stream. One of these wells is no longer operating
and one was drilled in the last few years with the help of cavers
pin-pointing the location to drill. Gerald and Terry also tied the
survey into the surface location of the old mine shaft. The final act
of the weekend was measuring the depth of new water well to the
surface of the cave stream.
Everyone Else: The rest of the teams that went into the cave
were mostly on tourist trips. Andrew?, Jessica Snider, and
Takasumi Sasaki went up The Crevice, as did Jennifer Hrobar,
Preston Coleman, and Aaron Wilkinson. Bobby DeVos, Wayne
Dye, Thom Retsema, and Milo Marks also took a tourist trip up
The Crevice, and so did Lawrence Najjar, Ky Macpherson, and
John Tirums. The Crevice is a popular passage. Travis Kinchen
led Travis and Ashley Lanham to explore the 3rd Crevice and one
team, Tom Haile, Sue Pizzo, and Sammy Pizzo bit at Terry
Holsinger's "treasure hunt" scam and went to take pictures of the
new well pipe in the downstream Stream Passage.
There is some support for continuing trips to Powell's, probably on a yearly basis. There are still things to do and there is no
end of places to visit just for fun and adventure. Stay tuned!

News: T..-ip Repo..-t

URle Arkansas, Hals Coonll, Texas
By Cindy Lee
Little Arkansas is a step back in time with the inhabitants being
of several generations, it's rich historical past, and it's natural
beauty intact. The current landowner's family has been here since
the 1800's arriving from northern Arkansas. Projectile points and
middens are evidence that native Americans inhabited the area at
one time. Local folklore speaks of "war evaders" who hid out
there disguised as women during the Civil War.
Little Arkansas is located on the Blanco River between San
Marcos and Wimberley in Hays County, Texas. The springs, Fern
Bank Springs, is the major attraction as it spills out a quarter of a
million gallons of water each day into the Blanco River. The hilly
terrain gives Little Arkansas a natural beauty that knows no equal
in Hays County. In addition Fern Bank Springs has a biological
significance, as it is home to Eurycea pterophila and an endangered water beetle, Stygopamus comalensis.
The spring is what attracts cavers to the area. The spring is
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located at the top of the Glen Rose Formation. The entire area lies
along the Hidden Valley Fault. Many years ago a concrete dam
had been constructed across the mouth of the stream to protect the
water source and to keep people out. The current owner began to
break down the dam to gain access to the water. In August 2000
Andy Gluesenkamp and Ian Quigley spent a day helping the
owner remove the dam and travertine from the entrance. The passage opened up and the water flow increase significantly. The
landowner was very pleased and welcomed them to come back.
A week later Andy and Ian returned along with Jacob Rolls and
continued to chip, scoop and hammer for over seven hours. Many
large (30-50kg) rocks were removed as well as travertine.
Eventually a body size tunnel followed the water upstream. About
ten meters of passage was visible and the prospect of a cave
became a reality.

Six days later Andy returned with Rob Tait. They continued to
remove large rocks and chip away at the travertine build up.
Eventually Andy was able to squeeze through a tight part of the
passage into a large room. More big rocks were removed and Rob
was able to follow. Following the passage upstream Andy was
able to explore another twenty meters of passage. At this point the
two returned to the surface. The landowner welcomed them back
the next week to start surveying the cave.
A week later Andy returned to Little Arkansas with Aimee
Beveridge, Charlie Savvas, and Ian Quigley to begin the survey.
A total of 205 feet were surveyed.
The following week Andy, Jean Krejca, and Cindy Lee surveyed another 92 feet for a total of 297 feet. Several more trips
followed for surveying and blasting. The general nature of the
cave is a long crawl in the stream with a build up of travertine and
a low ceiling. At times the ceiling is so low (Cont. on pq. 99)

News: Trip Report

An Unusual Business Trip

"Oh great" says I, 'Tll get my bathing trunks"
"No, you won't be needing them" was the reply, along with a
wry grin. Well, either this lady fancied me or everyone was doing
it. Either way was fine by me so I followed them happily through
the trees.

Noah Jaffey
By Friday I was just about ready to leave Houston. Actually,
after a day I was ready to get out. The soul-less streets and sticky
air had taken their toll. If this was Texas then it must be a desolate
place to live indeed. How wrong I was ...

There was something fairy-like about the route there. A string
of multicoloured lights illuminating the track through the wood,
and nearing the ring of people and the fire. Was I in Titania's
realm? There appeared to be nude cherubs and sylphs surrounding
the fire. Hold on, they had beards, and started to look a little too
butch for cherubs! Ooops, time to look away ...

Over lunch my client, Tom Byrd had invited me on a camping
weekend in the hill country. It sounded interesting, and better than
camping out on Padre Island, which is what I had planned. I had
no camping gear either way, so what the hell.
Heading out alone on the road to San Antonio I felt the thrill of
the unknown. Would I find this ranch in the middle of nowhere?
As the red sun set over the juniper forest and the sky's gradation
from red to deep dark blue emerged, I neared the spot. Such a
magnificent dusk!
As full dark fell I pulled into the ranch and up to the front desk.
Already you could feel the atmosphere of friends being reunited,
of excitement for the weekend to come. It was infectious and I got
to chatting with some of the others waiting in line.

After a while chatting by the fire the inhibitions fell away and
it was time to take the plunge myself. Discreetly off with the
clothes and into the tub - great, don't think anyone saw me. God
this water feels good! So that's what she looks like without her
clothes on ... mmm. Its funny, when everyone is nude it stops
being a sexual thing. They're the same as before, just naked. This
was a bit of a revelation to me as it's not something that can be
easily experimented with in the Scottish climate, not without the
risk of losing your privates anyway. Maybe Texas wasn't so bad
after all ...

My first move was to the food tent, priorities must be gotten
right. Trying to get involved in conversations, my opening line "so are you cavers then?" must have sounded rather stupid, but it
did the trick and soon I was in full flow with Ron, Catherine and
others who coincidentally knew Tom. Not only knew him but had
pictures of him naked. Now I was starting to get a little worried.
Had I stumbled upon a group of naturists, or something worse?

Bedding down under the stars the evening was topped off wonderfully by a big sky, something I cherish, living in a densely populated area where the night's sky is usually orange. Tonight it was
black and deep and brilliant! I dozed off, beneath only a blanket
with a feeling of warmth and excitement. Serendipity had brought
me to this wonderful place to meet such welcoming people. Such
luck can't be accidental!

My mind was soon put to rest though as the evening flowed on,
as did the beer and margaritas (oh, those lovely margaritas ...). I
befriended the folk in the next tent, who stopped me from going
to bed too early. Everyone had a welcoming smile and a story.

The next day dawned cold and damp, but with a clear blue sky.
Dew has saturated my bedding and pillow; time to get up and find
Tom. I found him swiftly, and a welcoming mug of coffee. The
day began with meeting Tom's compatriots - guys who had
explored uncharted caves in long lost jungles. I began to get hungry for some adventure and to do a little caving myself.

The night took an interesting turn when I was invited up to the
'hot tub'.
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A few hours later I was standing above a deep shaft in a wetsuit (which wasn't mine), torches (borrowed) and two caving
companions (who I'd met ten minutes ago). Sorted. This caving
lark is easier than I thought! I was all ready to get winched down
into the murky depths when the experienced guys (Kurt and co.)
arrived to give us a pep talk. The pep talk started welI but references to 'people not coming out again' and 'getting washed out
months later' started to erode my unbeatable confidence. Talk of
'bad air' and 'dangerous sumps' bought it crashing down altogether and we (Beryn, Robin and myself) resolved to try the easier spring entrance, where, if nothing else, we could see grown
men and women in their birthday suits.

swimming. I'm sure it wasn't this far on the way in ... must be
the wrong way. I'm lost, I'm bloody lost. .. Oh - there's a side
passage here. I'll go on further. Hold on, lets go back and check
that side passage. There are the plastic plate thingys! I'm there!
Thank f***k! I made it back.
The blinding sunlight greets you like the arms of a girlfriend,
warm and safe.
That evening was legendary, of course.
The best part wasn't the lazy afternoon in the hammock (and it
was comfy), nor the giant helpings of weird and wonderful food
(and it was tasty), nor even the sight of nubile noodle-covered
ladies grappling with each other (and it was mightily gratifying to
see such things!), it was the chat. Chat with the cave pioneers who
lowered the first ropes into the abyssal depths of great caves in
Mexico. Chat with the local families out for some fun. Discussing
Texas history with Sam's wife. Finding out about strange colIege
rituals from the young guys. Debating politics and the stupidity of
golf with Richard. Having a laugh. It carried on into the night ...

Arriving at the spring was like arriving at children's playground in summer. Everyone chatting and mucking about near the
water. Just what the doctor ordered! Still no sign of a cave though
... Meeting Tom again he gave me some useful caving advice and
pointed out the entrance. Taking his advice I teamed up with
Andy, who was of course naked (recurring theme here perhaps?),
and I stood on the threshold of my first real cave.
Now - I've wanted to go caving ever since the age of five when
my mother read 'The Hobbit' to me. The dark tunnels beneath the
Misty Mountains fascinated me, along with the secret passages in
Smaug's Lonely Mountain. Entering Honey Creek Water Cave I
felt like Bilbo, creeping down toward the dragon's lair, or making
the first steps into the uncharted depths of Moria. Deeper in
though, these thoughts faded and a deeper feeling replaced them.
This was primordial; being beneath the earth, inside the rock. The
lack of clothes around me accentuated the feeling of this being a
raw, primitive experience - making it deeper and more spiritual. It
was also, of course, bloody good fun!

Many hours, and too much beer later I wandered back to my
camp. A shooting star flashed across the sky. I wished for what I
always wish for when I see them, and thought that tonight I had
found it.
Sunday morning I was still high on the day before. Getting up
at 4am and driving (half cut for the first hour) back to Houston to
catch my plane wasn't as unpleasant as it sounds, with the immediate memories making me smile. Luckily the local police didn't
pull me over.

Getting into the deeper water was a leap of faith. Luckily the
wetsuit buoyed me up and we were soon underway up the tunnel.
In Andy's company I felt safe. After a while (no idea how long, as
I lost track of time completely) I tired and let him go on, leaving
me hanging on a rare rocky protuberance in the tunnel wall, alone.

Interestingly, a few days (and much jet lag) later Tom told me
that the beer I had brought along was the same brand as his friend
had made a film about. It was Shiner Bock and I had been camped
next to Frank Binney, the maker of the film 'Last of the Little
Breweries'. Somehow this didn't surprise me as the weekend had
been fulI of serendipity and good fortune. Too much to be coincidence realIy. Maybe someone was trying to tell me something ...

This was the best part, on my own in the cave, surrounded by
warm water and thousands of delicate stalactites. I turned off the
light and relaxed into the thick, rich silence, letting the water support my weight.

Looking back at this jewel of a weekend it feels like I was with
an extended family. I'll miss you, but I know I'll see you again,
some day.

After a time others came and went, their faint lights and sounds
slowly approaching and then waning. Later I began to feel the
chill and it was time to go. Working out a leg cramp I started the
return journey.
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This is the right way. I'm sure this is the right way ... isn't it?
Maybe it's not. Maybe it was down that shadowy side tunnel I
though I saw back there ... Maybe I'm going the wrong way ...
I'm going the wrong way. I'm lost. Shit, the tunnel has ended. No,
maybe its that 'Whistler's Mother' sump thing. Better go under
and see. It doesn't look the same as it did on the way in. Maybe
there's not enough space for me on the other side. Count to three
and under I go ... Shit, don't recognise this bit. Better go on for
a bit and check, I can always go back. .. Wish I'd stayed with
Andy or Creature. I'm totally lost now, starting to panic. I'll never
find my way out, drown when I haven't the strength to keep
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News: Trip Report

Government
Canvon Karst Sunev
lith and 12th October, 2003
by Marvin Miller
trip partIcIpants: Rick Corbell, Marvin Miller, Rebecca
ODaniel, Andrew Waite, Roger Waite

Saturday Activities
The five participants headed to Area 7 to continue ridge-walking this region directly north of where the park visitor's center
will be built. We found 3 sinks, none very promising, and got
completely soaked in the light rain that fell from mid-morning on.
We kept pushing through the wet conditions, however, and managed to finish Area 7 by about 3:30 in the afternoon. That was
enough punishment for one day.
Sunday Activites
On Sunday I joined Roger and Andrew for some caving. We
went up to Hackberry Sink. I took Roger and Andrew into the passage that heads toward Dancing Fern Cave and stationed them at
the end where some too-small passages continue. Then I went
back out of the cave and entered Dancing Fern. I crawled to the
northern end of the cave where the passage gets too small in several directions. I picked one of the passages and yelled into it as
loud as I could. I yelled several times and then heard a faint reply

from Andrew in Hackberry Sink. While I had been pretty sure
these caves connected through one of these small passages, this
was confirmation.
The airflow situation was intriguing. Dancing Fern almost
always has air blowing out of it. This day was no exception.
However, the passage in Hackberry Sink felt very dead. The first
and only other time we had been in this passage there had been
airflow into it. I'm quite sure this airflow was drafting from the
Hackberry Sink entrance to the Dancing Fern entrance. I assumed
that we had solved the riddle of the air coming out of Dancing
Fern. On this day however, Hackberry Sink had no airflow and
Dancing Fern was still blowing. When I was in the cave yelling I
got a response from the first passage I yelled down. The reply,
however, seemed to be coming mostly from the direction of
another passage that headed more westerly. I went to that passage
and yelled and got no reply, but from this passage there was good
airflowcoming out. I confirmed later with the guys that they had
hung around for some time after they had first heard me yell but
didn't hear any more. There is undoubtably more cave to be discovered but not much chance of getting into it from inside either
of the caves. A search for another surface sink may be in order.
We ended our caving at about noon, since Roger and Andrew
had to drive back to Fort Worth and since I was feeling a bit
drained due to a mild illness.

News: Old Trip Report

Milestone Reached
at Bindseils Well
by Rick Corbell

l

August 25, 1991 will be remembered by the San Antonio caving community as a momentous occaision. The floor of the original dry well was uncovered this day. A hole in the floor beckons
project leader Randy Waters and a band of die-hard cavers to push
for more at a later date. Lateness in the day and lack of a heavy
sledge led the triumphant crew to call it quits. No one was disappointed to leave even such a promising lead. Why get in a rush
now, after four years? One reason would be the tremendous air
flow. Bindseil's Well is also known as Bindseil's Wind Tunnel and
Bindseil's Blow Hole. Survey tape has been blown completely up
and out of the well when conditions were right. As bucket after
bucket of household trash, bottles and cans were lifted out of the
flrst 5 meters of the well, fierce air flow would blow dirt out of the
floor into the faces of eager cavers. Then through rock and dirt to
a total depth of 20.7 meters (68 ft) the air continued to wreak
havoc on the dust-filled eyes of the digging crew. Finally we
found where nearly one hundred years ago the well diggers gave
up. Now we could tell Dan Bindseil that we had found the bottom of the well and that we had a pretty good reason why the original diggers quit. We are sure he will let us continue to push the
search for more cave. It is not just a dry well filled in. Two
meters from the surface, a lead was explored in January 1963 by
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Bill Russell and Terry Raines (Caves of Comal County, TSS
1971). Then in October of 1985, Randy Waters, Bob Cowell and
Alan Cobb opened more of the lead using charges (Comal County
cave files). Water wells drilled nearby all blow air. They all are
deep into the Edwards Limestone over two hundred feet. If those
men who dug the well had known as much about the Edwards
Aquifer as is now known, they would have waited for better technology.

Dust from a blast at Bindseil's cleared in less than five seconds. Randy Waters
and Kurt Menking. Photo by Rick Corbell

August 1991. Carl Ponobshek, Mark Minton and Randy Waters. Photo by Rick
Corbell.

It was such air flow that encouraged digging to start into the
well. At first the digging was easy through the household junk.
Plastic buckets were filled and handed up to the surface. Progress
was fast so in just a few digs a crude frame of juniper posts was
erected and a pulley rig used. By May 1987 (Bexar Facts), the
depth was "nearly forty feet". A more elaborate wooden frame
was built and a platform added around the well opening for safety. Buckets were fabricated from freon cylinders and chain bails.
Loads weighing 80 pounds were pulled by "mules", some requiring two "mules". By this time a safety board was also suspended
just above the digging crew - a sheet of plywood with a bucketsized hole. A gasoline-powered winch built by Arnold Lesley and
me was added to the arsenal in the summer of 1990. Due to a
strong concern for safety, the going was very slow. Lift distance
also played a delaying role. Communication was hampered by the
winch engine, so an intercom was rigged on the last dig proving
to be an improvement to safety and speed. The winch operator
could hear all sounds from down hole and immediately start up
the winch. Previously, top-hole bucket handlers had to strain to
hear the diggers and then signal for the winch to lift. Oftentimes
the commands were not issued as needed, causing some anxious
moments and delays. We will be ever the more vigilant in regards
in regards to safety and maintain our good record.
At 18 meters a side lead was dug through a shattered layer of
rock. After much collapse, a 4-meter horizontal crawl, now leads
to a narrow crevice angling downward and away from the well. It
appears to turn in the direction of the lead in the bottom of the

May 1990. First use of winch operated by Rick Corbell. Left hand on throttle,
right hand (gloved) on shift lever. Winch double chained to tree. Buckets on end
of line hauled up from 60 ft depth. Bindseil's Well near Bracken.

well. Judging from the air flow, a connection seems likely.
Terry Raines and some guests dropped by Bindseil's on this
eventful day some 28 years after first seeing the well. What a
remarkable coincidence for Terry to see the well again on the day
it was finally emptied.
Our motto might be "If you don't already have a cave, dig one."
(NOTE/ Nov 2003. The winch was built with parts donated by
and is currently owned by Alan Montemayor. The steel buckets
with chain bails are available for caver use. Contact Rick Corbell
210/659-2351)

The crack at the bottom of Bindseil's. Photo by Rick Corbell.

First use of the winch at Bindseil's. May 1990. Rick Corbell and Arnold Lesley.
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NEWS: FROM THE

TCC

HARRISON CAVE VISIT

ing to expand their management agreement into an ownership situation.

The second weekend in July, Donna Mosesmann and I drove 8
hours out to Sutton County in West Texas to attend a staff meeting of the Texas Cave Conservancy. A chance to visit the almost
mythical Harrison Cave on the 1O,000-acre Bond ranch was the
reason that brought the staff together at that rather remote place.
As part of the TCC staff, Donna was asked to evaluate routes
through the cave that could minimize the adverse impact of future
caver traffic. In the past she's helped with restoration efforts in
Beck Ranch Cave, Carlsbad Caverns and the Caverns of Sonora.

I want to commend the Conservancy director Mike Walsh for
negotiating a window of opportunity for a few folks to see this
great cave. For Donna and me, this was an opportunity not to be
missed and I hope that future cavers will have this same thrill. I
recommend that others join with, and support the Texas Cave
Conservancy's efforts to protect caves like Harrison and its many
smaller brothers for the benefit of us all.

By Jim McLane

A few comments heard that weekend were: "atypical, huge
passage", "only crawled once", "wonderful breeze", "no trouble
using up film", "lots of bats", "great cave", "large, big passage",
"seems like it will go farther west due to directional airflow",
"130 foot pit".

Harrison is one of the largest, deepest, and in many respects
one of the most impressive caves in Texas. Starting in the late
1950's Abilene Cavers explored and mapped for about fifteen
years until the ranch was sold. The newer corporate owners
would not give permission for additional visits. The cave
remained closed except for one special trip in the 1970's conducted for a State of Texas survey. After ten years trying to gain
access, Mike Walsh finally got permission in 2002.

Here's list of most of the cavers attending the TCC staff meeting the second weekend in July. If I overlooked listing anyone
who was out at Harrison's, I offer my apologies! Mike WalshStaff, Spencer Woods-Staff, Bob Batson, Dan Oughton, Scott
Surer-Staff, Bill Allred, Bob Finger-Staff, Walter Oleneck, Tom
Brown-Staff, Jack Ralph-Staff, Jerry Fant-Staff, David De Luna
Jr., Jo Ann De Luna, Joe Mitchell, Joe Ranzau-Staff, Christi
Bennett-Staff, Steve Gutting-Staff, Patty Gutting, Ann Murphree,
James Murphree, Travis Scott-Staff, Amanda Scott-Staff,
Shannon Summers, Jason Rogers, Bonner Walsh, Dave (Cave)
McClung, Donna Mosesmann-Staff Jim McLane

Harrison Cave has only one known entrance, a hole about 15
feet or so across. Someone has placed a large steel grating from
the top draw works of an oil well over the entrance to keep cows
from falling into the shallow pit. The entrance drops straight
down about 15 feet into a room 40 feet in diameter that's full of
dangling tree roots. A bat colony lives near the cave's entrance,
but the ceiling in this area is high and cavers passing below don't
disturb the bats. The passage rapidly opens up and descends over
massive breakdown blocks that have fallen from the ceiling.
Some of the breakdown is covered with very fragile cave popcorn
and slippery bat guano. The main passage heads off in two opposite directions. Both ways go on for many thousands of feet. In
one direction a huge room over 450 feet long, 100 feet wide and
30-40 feet high is set along a steadily downward-trending slope at
about a 30-degree slant. This is one of the deeper caves in Texas
and the lower levels are two hundred or so feet vertically below
the surface.

News: From the TCMA

Movin'Dirt
By Linda Palit
"Movin' dirt" has been the goal of Robber Baron weekends
during the last year, and the unusual rains that happen each time
we try to work seriously hinder that goal. But dirt is moving: to
date 236 yards have been hauled away, and about half that much
is ready for the next trucks to haul away.

Cavers have to negotiate crawlways to reach the extremities of
the cave. These remote rooms contain delicate formations so visitors must exercise extreme care. It might be wise to install fixed
lines or permanent rope belay points to protect some incredible
helictite and popcorn covered walls that are endangered by current
access routes. The cave has many promising leads that remain
unexplored. It takes an entire day to see all the mapped passages,
and we only experienced half of it on this trip. Although an old
date of 190 I was observed, the cave is relatively devoid of graffiti or any obvious indications of earlier human visits.

Big machinery and lots of people in the path are not too compatible, so we have limited our trips this fall. But in the near
future there will be a great need for personnel to help build rock
walls, perhaps finish digging by hand, build retaining walls, landscape, and get ready to reopen the cave.
Excitement is in the progress, and in the amazing glitches
along the way. The challenge of flat tires, tires off rims, treads off
mini-excavators, dragging bumpers on the pavement, and runaway trailers keep the trips novel, and keep us glad we are not out
there workin' alone.

Currently the Texas Cave Conservancy has exclusive permission to evaluate this cave. Its pristine condition and unusual beauty make it imperative to limit the size of groups, so our particular
visit was a great privilege. The Bond Ranch is for sale for slightly more than $4,500,000. The Texas Cave Conservancy is work-

Watch for the announcements of the work trips about the first
of the year, when we hope to be doing all the chores that require
lots of bodies and minds to help with. And if you can drive a bobcat or run a mini-excavator, let us know sooner.
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TOOLS: How To & NOT To

Vertical Training
Seminar

Jaime Kypuros, Lisa Kypuros, Rebecca
0' daniel, John Hoyt, Steve Johnson, Ron
Vaughn, Don Arburn, John Tirums, AsWey
Gredell, Ernie Garza, Denise Prendergast,
Mark Maher, Sarah Null, Joe Ranzau

By Denise Prendergast
On October 25 and 26, 2003, a vertical
training session was held on the grounds of
Government Canyon State Natural Area. The
instructors were:
Geary Schindel, Linda Palit, Allan Cobb,
Tom Brown, Bob Cowell, Jon Cradit
Staff included:
Christi Bennett, TSA Vice Chairman, Anne
Murphy, Joe Ranzau, TSA Treasurer
There were 20 students including:
Christie Rogers, Kyle McDaniel, Richard
Wark, Jenni Hrobar, Kim Davis, Justin Daniel,

The training was very thorough, starting
at the beginner level. Training included both
discussion and hands-on practice. Topics
covered included tying knots, rigging a
drop, descending and ascending equipment,
safety considerations, and many personal
experiences of our very experienced instructors.
On the first day, we went to some 60-foot
cliffs and practiced rappelling techniques.
This was the first time on rope for a number
of the students, who seemed to enjoy the
event very much. The second day was too
rainy to practice ascending techniques at the
cliffs, so we rigged some trees near the
office, and did the best we could in the
inclement weather. Frog and rope-walker
systems were used, and some change-over
techniques were practiced.

Left: Tom Brown oversees a spelunker on rope.
Right: Linda Palit steadies a climber.
Below: Geary Schindel teaches knots to novices.
Photos by Alan Cobb
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Students listening to the instructors on a misty, wet afternoon at Government Canyon.
Photo by Alan Cobb

Geary Schindel would be interested in doing another such
training class or a more advanced vertical training class if enough
people were interested. Please let him know at gschindel@rnindspring.com.

Many thanks to the training staff for the yummy lunches on
both days and the Government Canyon staff for being so helpful
and allowing us to hold the training at such a nice place.
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Going on an expedition? GGG can supply gear from rope and screwlinks, to dry bags and sewing

awls, to nalgenes and stoves.

Please mail anyquestionsorcommentsto:Sales@GonzoGuanoGear.com
To place an order or get a catalog, call us at 915-247-5165 We accept Visa and Mastercard for your
convenience. For established customers, we will also ship and bill for payment by check or money
order with 30 day terms. And, of course, cash is always accepted. When placing an order, tell us what
you want and where it's located in the catalogue. Don't forget sizes and color choices when applicable. For custom sewing orders, we'll need to talk with you to make sure we get the info we need to
build what you want to fit you properly.
97

Let.s Review

legalByManeuvers
Bill Russell

ing wheat only to meet his own needs. The court ruled that while his
contribution to the demand for wheat was trivial, all growers of wheat
for their own use "were far from trivial," and the home use growers
could be regulated as having an effect on interstate commerce.

You never know what you might learn at the TSS. Have you
ever wondered how the Federal Government acquired the authority to impose development restrictions to protect endangered cave
species? At a recent TSS workshop I found out, and thought the
logic might interest other cavers. Ron Ralph was visiting an
archeologist in Lampasses who gave him a copy of an environmental law review - The Water Log - , with an article,
"Aggregation Saves Texas Cave Species," by Sarah Elizabeth
Gardner, J.D., (The Water Log 23.1 [2003]: 3-5), that answered
that very question. A synopsis follows:

As Purcell's case went to trial, FWS argued that the cave species
themselves had substantial effect on interstate commerce-scientists had traveled to Texas to study the cave species; cave species
had been transported to museums in five states. The Fifth Circuit
Court dismissed these arguments. The court also found there was
no historic trade in cave species, nor do tourists come to Texas to
view them. However the court also looked at the planned development of the property and decided that that development activity
does have a substantial effect on interstate commerce, and this gives
the government the right to regulate development and thus the
Purcells land use. It is hard to argue that development in the aggregate does not effect interstate commerce, but one also must have
some sympathy for the Purcells. And also appreciate why some
landowners might not want a cave on their property.

In 1983 the two Purcell brothers purchased a tract of land in a
rapidly developing area north of Austin. They began development
work and installed utility lines. Five years later the United States
Fish and Wildlife Service (FWS) listed five cave species as endangered and informed the Purcells that their development plans
might constitute "take." So, in 1990 the Purcells, in hopes of alleviating the problem deeded a portion of their land containing
caves and sinkholes to a non-profit environmental organization.

What Cavers Can learn from NASA.
By Bill Russell

However, after FWS informed one of the brothers he was
under investigation for possible "take" for removing brush, the
Purcells filed for a judgement that there development plans would
not constitute "take", but the district court dismissed their action.
The Purcells then applied for a private lOa permit that would
allow development by paying mitigation fees, but it was denied
because the development was entirely within a protected area.
They then applied to FWS for a development permit, which was
not issued; the FWS ruled their preserves were inadequate to protect the cave species. To make matters worse FWS would not
issue a formal denial, so the Purcells could not challenge the FWS
action. The Purcells went to court, and the court found the permits had been effectively denied, allowing the Purcells to challenge the FWS action.

Since the Columbia disaster NASA has been cited as a "flawed
culture" that doesn't learn from their mistakes. Both the Columbia
and Challenger disasters were caused by the failure of things that
had failed before: O-rings in the case of the Challenger, and insulating foam in the case of the Columbia. The exploration of space
is somewhat more technically complicated than cave explorationdespite the efforts of Bill Stone- but there is much in common.
Especially similar is the force of mission. By the time cavers
reach the first drop in a cave much time, effort and ego have been
invested in the trip. We can't cancel the trip just because we don't
have a rope pad. But think back; after your last trip you had to cut
a bad section out of your long rope. It wasn't the first O-ring failure that caused a catastrophe.

So the Purcells went back to court claiming the land use restrictions exceeded congress' authority under the power to regulate
interstate commerce. The District Court for the Western District of
Texas ruled for the government. The landowners appealed.

Cavers have to take care of themselves. Neither Congress nor
the NCRC can do the job for us. Cavers need to learn from problems. Did you get really cold in Honey Creek Cave? Did your
group get separated in the middle of Sistema Purificacion? Have
you been somewhat disoriented going through the duck-under in
Carrizal? Think about your past trips. Will the same things happen again? Why not? Let's fix the caver culture before cavers
crash.

How could cave species be involved in interstate commerce?
The courts have ruled that individual activities of the same type
could be aggregated together in order to show a substantial effect.
In one case a wheat grower wanted to avoid regulation by produc-
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•••Toro, Toro, Toro Continued from paqe 88
Suddenly, something emerged from the draw in a rush and crashed into the left rear side of the van with a loud THUD. Amy, who
had been asleep with her head against the window, awoke to find herself face-to-face with a MONSTER. She began to scream. We
all began to scream. Except Joe. He kept trying to drive. Then there was another THUD. And another. And another. More screams,
the screams and the thuds merged into one chaotic chorus. Holland cut through the clamor with "Dad, GO! GO! GO! There is a cow
ATTACKING our car!"
Finally, the monster disappeared into the brush on the other side of the van and we continued on, gasping, trying to understand what
had just happened. The van seemed a little slow, listing a little to one side.
"Joe," I said, "I think we've got a flat."
Joe said, "Jordan, look outside and see if the tire's flat." Jordan looked at Joe incredulously and slightly shook his head. Finally,
he opened the door a crack, peaked out quickly, and slammed it shut.
He nodded. "It's flat."
"OK. Everyone out. Let's fix it."
We all sat transfixed, immobile. The monster was still out there, lurking somewhere, hidden. What would it do next?
But the people in the vehicles behind us were already streaming out - what happened? Did you see that? Wow! What a trip!
So it was relatively safe. We got out. The monster's head-on impact had separated the tire from the rim, popped out the valve stem,
tore off the Dodge Caravan logo, and put dents in the side and back of the mini-van. No puncture holes. It could have been worse.
The scouts changed the tire, and we were ready to go. But no one wanted to ride in the van. We found rides in other vehicles and
left the van alone in the fighting bull pasture, unprotected. Joe said, "1 hope it's not a pin cushion when we get back."
The general consensus was, "Good thing it's a rental."
To this day, there is uncertainty as to which animal actually hit us, the running cow, her calf, or a different bull altogether. But the
end result was the same - an exciting adver.ture, an aversion to bulls, and $800 in damages to the rental mini-van. Does anyone know
of a good deal on a 4-Runner? Or a tank?
Participants: Sunday morning bullfight - Anne Souby, Joe Jones, Holland Jones, Alex Spinnler, Jordan Keeper, Ava Skrabanek, and
Amy Alvis

•••Little Arkansas Continued from pq. 90
that one will be almost completely submerged. There are two rooms, one being large enough for several cavers to stand in. The other
room will hold three cavers sitting close together. Fortunately, it is near the dig site and is a good staging area while waiting a turn to
dig, especially if one has a carbide lamp to keep you company.
The end of survey is a very low ceiling of bedrock that only Ian has been able to squeeze through. To squeeze through the tight
restriction, Ian uses his Petzl helmet by moving it around to the right side of the passage until he fmds the one spot where it will fit.
Then he follows the helmet through the restriction. The floor drops and he can sit up in chest deep water. The passage continues as a
crawl for about another 15 meters to a rim stone dam and this is where he stopped exploration. A mud choke just to the right of EOS
is currently being dug open in hopes of being a by pass of the low ceiling.
The cave (where's all that water coming from?) and the property promise to be an excellent exploration site. Known caves such as
Rattlesnake Cave, Cricket Cave, and Flat Rock Cave have been located and explored. There are many more acres and karst features
waiting to be searched and enjoyed.
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